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This too much patience burns our cheeks with shame
That our hands are not redder than our face
With slaying of manslayers who spill blood of faith
And pierce the heart of naked holiness;
It is far gone in rumour how the queen
Will set on high and feed on gold that man
Who was a scourge laid long since on the saints,
The archbishop of St. Andrew's, and perforce,
Dyed as he stands in grain with innocent blood,
Will make him mightier for our scathe and shame
Than ere the kindly people of the word
Had made him bare of bad authority.

Second Citizen.    Likewise she hath given her seal

imperial

To a lewd man and a stranger, her own knave,
Vile, and a papist; that with harp and song
Makes her way smoother toward the pit of hell.
John Knox.   What needs us count and cast offences

up

That all we know of, how all these have one head,
The hateful head of unstanched misbelief?
For sins are sin-begotten, and their seed
Ered of itself and singly procreative ;
Nor is God served with setting this to this
For evil evidence of several shame,
That one may say, Lo now, so many are they ;
But if one seeing with God-illumined eyes
In his full face the encountering face of sin
Smite once the one high-fronted head and slay,
His will we call good service.    For myself,